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N previous rambles through tha
Goose creak country mentiog has
been made of Belmont housf and
Belmont Chapel, and in this nar-
rative the Rambler will rélate

such facts copeerning those interest-
ing places as he was able to gather
in the course of a SBunday walk. It is
the Rambler's babit to reach mote-
worthy places, not ky dropping from
,an airpline, but by the usysl ways
and roads, and he likes to tell the
story somewkhat in the order fa which
it was unfolded to him. Where his
travels ended in the narrative last
Sunday he had made a visit to & Home
which he described as “a gray house
on the crest of a low ridge” That
avad the home of John Hutchinson,
his brother Thomas and the latter's
large family.

On turning from the main road,
which leada from Ashburn to the
‘Washington and Leesburg turnplke,

the Rambler wrote: “Half-way up the
ridge and below that part of it where
the ascent is steepest is a fenced-in
lot, where a vegetable garden
ourished. till the frosty nighta of Oo-
tober turned it gray and brown. Somg
uit trees and lllac bushes ase grow-
in the inclosure. There is also a
#mall heap of debris to show that
s was the site of a house. For a
ong time this was known as the
ley Baucdkman farm, and the
uckman house, last occupled by
Thomas, sen of Quilley, stocd wherae
he fruit trees nn
ushes are growing.”
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All through the nelghborhood, and
feighborhoods are extensive in rural
Yirginia, the people speak of Quilley
Bauckman, and their voicea alwaya
¢arry the tone which indicates that
Quilley was a man who was well
thought of. Hearing him so often
oalled Quilley, the Rambler set it
down that way, making the spelling
fit the sound of tha name a8 ho:u.rdl
t. t "Quilley" was not the Chris-
n:r h?ptl-n{l name of this man.
t was a nickname, and perhaps was
2BETe T it Bl

t or e his grandmo
ave to him when he was s little,
ping chap. Var‘ likely it was the
pound he made when he was called
tupon to tell his own name. Through-
out his life, which happily was a long
ne, he was always "Quilley” to his
E‘lendl. He was baptized Agquila.
'here was nothing in the. kind and
tle old man's uhuiutg to !nc.l'u::g

; ropriateness in the nam
E?r:_p:?u naught in him to nuz{nt
o sagle. It is not even likely that he
a soaring Imagination or a soar-
g ambition, It is not even recorded
t he had an aquillne nose. Per-
ps he sometimes had flights of
ucy, but moat of us, no matter how
rosaic and commonplace our baptis-
1 namea are, have such lapses from
nity now and then. But anyhow
Ee old man's name was Aquila

uckman.

The Rambler in pasaing the site of
the Bauckman house, now marked by
scant show of debris and a few
tll home aita, to which a good many
t was an ancestral home, or ances-
2l homesite, to which a soud many
ople in the District and i{n those
rts of Virginia clof upon the Dia-
Ict look back with kender thoughts,
hen one comes upon such an old
me mite it seems callous to re-
gard It merely as a spot upon the
earth or a ruln. No doubt many hu-
ian belngs have thought of it as the
airest spot In the world. It was the

' place whére bride and groom repaired
for the wedding feast. Perhaps they
and their friends danced the lancers,
the quadrille and certanily the Vir-
Ell.lia. reel while some venerable fid-

er, with & dark brown or a darker
face, eat in & eorner, sawed off ryth-
mio measures, marked time with a
rough-shod foot and “called the fig-
E&rs." or, As some folks will have it,

lled the numbers,” X

Then, children were born there. They
toddled
the same sweet ume of the pur-
glo blossoms that coms to those lilac

ushes every spring. Perhaps little
‘girls sat under those gaunt, gnarled
and decrepit apple trees, wove chains
of daisies and dreamed bright dreams
of falry princes and golden charlots.
People also died thers and this little
spot or this bit of landscape was the
last vision of the world that they be-
held. Young pecple, strong and happy,
went far away from this old home-
stead to mseek their fortune and per-
haps some of them never went back
except in. their thoughts and day-
dreams. i2 no man or woman
whose thoughts now and then do not
g0 back to the old home, and then
they can see the flower bushes, the
grouping of the fruilt trees, the ga-
bles, the porch and the arbor just as
clearly as such things can be painted.
Bo, & good many reflections came to
the Rampler as he passed the spot
where once had been a home, But the
old house was left by those who loved
it. It became crooked and infirm. 1t
went the way of everything that man
sets up, whether he bullds with sand
or planks of granite, and now only a
little heap of debris and a few apple
t{“:I and lilac bushes mark whers it
stood.

Aquila Bauckman died in 1868. Tha
baptismal name of his wife was
Emlily, but her surname has passed
from the Rambler's memory. The

children of Lﬂ!n and Emily Bauck-,

man were Jo W., George, Laura,
Susan, Eleanor and Emilly. John W.
Bauckman married Miss Ella Johnson,
George married Susan Moran, Laura
became the wife of Frank Myera,
Busie was wedded to Henry Feaster,
Nelile to Wm. La Feavers and Emily
to Wm. Green. John W. Bauckman,
son of Aquila, lives at Park Lane, Va.,
'nearly opposite Georgetown. His
daughter, Orra Perkins, lives in
‘Washi n; her daughter, Edna
vées In this ¢ and her
children, Emma and R Brian,
algo live hers. John uckman’s
other children, grandchildren of

Aquila, are Eppa Bauckman of Miss

Quantico, John of Fort Myer Heights,
Aqulla, Bhirley, Birdle Hall and
Jennle Avery of Washington and Erie
Vines of Alexandria.
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in the first of these rambles In the
Goose creek country—that im which
the Rambler left the cars at Belmont
station and reviewed a part of the
history of the Alexandria, Loudoun
and Hampshire railroad—he wrote:
“On a hill nearby where passes a
road that comes from the historic
flelds of Chantilly stand® the old
home of Wm. Lefever, who sleeps In
& quiet cemetery at Lessburg and
whose wife was Nellis Bauckman of
Loudoun. Joseph A. Butler whose
wite was Miss Isabel Weaver, owns
the place now.”

Hesuming the march north along
the road leading from Ashburn to the
Leesburg plke and in the direction
of DBelmont Chapel and Belmont
House, tive Rambler stopped at & cot-
tage framed In shrubbery. It must
be "an enticing place to rest at on a
blue-and-silver day In summer, and
the Rambler found it a pleasant place
on | xmr-md-gumen day In autumn.
1t is really one of the Havener homes,

' canal boats passed along

about that garden and smelled Luct

of ‘which there are many in Loudoun
and Fairfax countles, for the Havener
fl-nw an ancient and a large aone
in mortherm Virginia. The Rambler
was told by all the folk he met at
the l‘llll‘clz station at Ashburn that
he should not pass this house with-
out stopping. The pos mi the
station agent, the doctor, the blacke
smith, the storekeeper and all the
other citizens of prominence urged
him to stop there becauss it was also
the home of Mrs. Bweedy, a venerabla
woman whose memory was long and
clear. They sald she could remember
when Belmont apel was bullt and
knew Miss Margfret Mercer, who kept
the academy at Belmont House and
was the founder of the chapel; that
‘she knew thé Kepharts, fasher, broth-
ers and sisters of Eugenia Kephart,
who for meny years conducted a sem-
inary for young ladies and Belmont
House after the death of Misa Mer-
cer: she could remember when many
mula whirred -on Goose creek and
LB
turesque waterway; she cou ré=
member when the Washington-to-the-
‘West stagecoaches rolled along the
ike, and she could remember when
the first train rumbled over the ralls
of the Alexandria,s Loudoun and
Hampshire railroad. And it was s0.
Mrs. Sweedy was at home, The
Rambler “took her picture,” but there
was too much light or not enough

light, the plate was overexposed,
underexposed, overdeveloped or un-
derdeveloped, it was light-struck or

dark-struck or the camera moved or

the model moved. At any rate, one of

‘those many things that can happen

did happen, to render the efforts of

the photographer futile. ¥
»
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Somé of the facts which this kind-
faced sprightly woman, born in 1834,
told the Rambler will find their
places in these sketches whem the
chapel ahd the great house of Bel-
mont ars reached Mrs. Bweedy was
born Lydis A Murray, & daughter
of Willlam Murray, who was a 80N
of David Murray of Loudoun. Her
father was a cooper and the making
of barrels and hogsheads was one of
the early industrjes of the wooded
regions of Loudbum county. Lydia
Murray married Charlea Sweedy, and
thelr children are Annie Elizabeth,
lary Lavenia, Willlam
Emille, Roaina and Ida. The firat
three are llving. Annie Elitabeth
married Edgar tley Havener, son
of Thomas Adam Havener, and their
children were Dora, who died in In-
fancy; Ads, deceased; Jessie Cather-
ine, who married Henry Tillett of
Loudoun and is now a widow; Fearl,
who married B, M. Jenkins and who
lives near CGreat Falls; Charles T,
.who married Effie Page of Loudoun,

who lives at Baliston; Glor

married Robert 8. Jenkins; Ear!
J., who married Hlizabeth Keys of
Loudoun and who livea near Ash-
Bickinghazy of Rockvite, 3t Baren
ho married Walter am;

Henry,

ease A. Poole of Loudoun,
and they are now lving in Okla-
homa. William Henry Bweedy mar-
vied first Miss Ida Crosson of Fair-
fax county and he married a second
time, but the namie of the wife Is

and she

Willlam 8ol
Guthrie Hopkins,
to come to Vi for a home-

Mr. Hopkina needed the site of
that blacksmith . & made a break
in the lines of his great estate.

George Bolomon passed away and
his daughter, Sarah Margaret, would
not sell. It was her home. Money
was no object. Finally, Mr. Hopkins
«traded with her. He gave her a
amall farm on another road, but not
far away. He repaired the dwelling
house on the new farm, and there
Sarah Margaret Solomon Jives
today. At the point where her houss
faces the Ashburn road a rough and
crooked lane, very little traveled and
for the most p

d leadns to

the hill crowned with oaks, tall cedara
and the .churchlike structtre.
way Is covered with blackberry vines,
whose leaves have heen stained red
by the frost, and by goldenrod that
has changed from yellow to white,

]
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‘When you coms to the front of the
church you stand before a tall mar-
ble monument darkened by the
shadows of the trees and mottled
with those dark patches which come
upon marble tombs, It stands at a
distance of about ten yards from the
church door, and the Insecription,
which g on the church side, reads;

*Sacred to the memory of 'Mar-
garet Mercer, born July 1, 1701, died
September 17, 1846,

*Her remalns repose beneath the
chancel of this chapel, built by her
own self-denying labors. This monu-
ment I8 erected by her puplls as a
testimony of thelr admiration of her
elevated Christlan character and of
their gratitude for her invaluable in-
struction.”

Miss Mercer's remaina were <lald

MONUMENT ’Il'lil MISS MARGARET MERCER AT BELMONT CHAPEL.

beneath the chancel of the chapel,
but rest now in her own' part of Vir-
ginia, which is somewhere down in
the ppahannock country. Eight
years after interment her remains
were removed by kindred.

At the rear of the chapel is a ceme-
tery, In which generations of the
dwellers in thes Goose creek reglon
rest. It Is Inclosed by a wiregence
and the old gate which marks the en-
trence to this hol re creaked pain-
fully as the Rambler opened it and
entered. Above the gfaves rise oaks,
many of which may be truly sald to be
great and venerable trees. Thelr
rough boughs were for the most part
bare of leaves, but to some of the
trees brown and russet leaves &till
clung and nere and there was &
brinch tufted with dark red leaves.
Mingled with the oaks were a num-
ber of durwcod trees, their foliage
still a-glow and their berrles-suggeat-
ing tiny jets of brilllant flame, Over
all the ground lay a deep mat of peri-
winkle, and so long and prosperously
has It grown there that many grave-
stones lis lydden under the glosay
green vines. The peaBle who have
found sepulcher in this chapel may
number thousands, but there are by
no means that number of inscribed
memorials. Scores of the graves are
marked by thosa little pleces of
country rock so familiar in the rural
cemeterfes In the country around
‘Washington.

In the jungle of plous periwinkle the
first sad object which one comes on
after passing the old gate with ‘the
rusty hingea |a a gray paling fence on
which the years have left thelr mark.

* Within a degwood sapling has grown

up and its red leayes hang around and
overhang & slab of marble inscribed
“Columbus Whalker, born November
14, 1837, dled January 16, 1811, and
Julla A, Walker, born 1835, died Jan-
uary 22, 1911," The Rambler jotted

E® sown in his notes the foffowing epi-
‘taphs:

. &
Bacred to the memory of Wm. Dove, dled

chose Ay, BTN o e Do

dled J T, 1871, » 20 years;

“Bacred the et y of our father, Johm
Tove, bora March 81, 1835, died Bept. 4, 1004;

Baered to the muuar]y of Elzabeth Dove,
born Oct. 27, 1814, died July 25, 1885;

Bacred to the m of Jessle M, Dove, be-
loved daughter of ?m and Ellsabeth Dove,
bors May 1, 1874, died Feb. 1, 1916;
dled Nov, 8, 1908, aged 18 yeats; | T

oV, years; ?
lizsabeth Amkers, dled Sept, 27, 1908, In her

E
th year;
o1 Gonkd Kem 1800-187-; May J. Kelm,
1870-1879, and Hallle V. Keim, 1570-1503.
Behind a big boxbush s a tomb
on which the names of members of
a famlly well known in Loudoun are
inscribed. The inscriptions are '"Lu-
ther A. Thrasher, born March 1, 1810,
died Beptember 24, 1881; Elizaheth
Thrasher, born February 10, 1820, died
October 1, 1862; James H. Thrasher,
born April 7, 1858, died January 20,
1868; Thaddeus A. Thrasher, born
April 18, 1862, dled February 0, 1863;
Robert @ Thrasher, born April 2,
1853, dled December 17. 1863."

One Iittle tombstone Is Inscribed
“Thomas Benton, son of B. and B,
Taylor, born October 20, 1874, dled
November 14, 1874, The oldest tomb
which the Hambler came upon in
thia grim garden of bones and peri-
winkle was that inscribed “Elizabeth,
consort of Thomas D, Allnutt, born
December 105, 1781, dled June 28, 1854,
aged seventy-two years, six months
and thirteen days.” Another tomb,
standing #o far apart from the others
that It might be sald to stand alone,
is one inacribed “In memory of George
W. Hunter, born 1813, died August
14, 1873."

Graveyards are always asolemn,
lonely plaees, and country graveyards
that lle at a considerable diatance
from a puhlle road are especlally so,
and the quletude of the burial ground
of Belmont Chapel seemed to be ac-

centuated, if that Is a good word to
use in assoclation with ailence, by
the sound of a solitary woodpedker
drilling in an oak tree and a jay
perched in a tall cedar in one corner
of the graveyard, and that now and
then uttered its strident cry.

Mi=s Margaret Mercer, who, accord-
ing to her epitaph, bullt the chapel
‘“by her own self-dénying labours”
dedicated it to religion with the pro-
viso that minlsters of all denomina-
tlons might preach and that congre-
gations of all Christian creeds might
worshlp there, with the exception of
a certain branch of the Baptists, As
the Hambler's memory serves him, it
was that sect called the Old School
Baptista to which she objected. At
least that ia the atory of Miss Mercer
and the chapel which is told by the
oldest people in the county. This was
because of some antipathy which Miss
Mercer felt toward a particular Old
School Baptist minister active in the
neighborhood at the time of the
foundipg of the chapel.

***

Miss Mercer was an Episcopalian
and because the devout of that denom-
ination have perhaps made greater
use of the chapel than the Methodists
or the Presbyterians, it seems to be
regarded by many persons {n the
neighborhooa as an Episcopal chapel
in which other denomlnations may

held mervice when their hours of wor-
ghip do not conflict with the hours set
apart for mervice by the Epiacopa-
lians. No services have been held in
the little chapel for some time. The
first minister there, so f a8 the
memory of the oldest inhabitant goes
was a Rev. Mr, Adie of the Episcopa.{
Church, who ministered to the spir-
itual needs of the people of the Goose
creek neighborhood jn the time of
Miss Mercer, Other Episcopal minis-
terea recalled by people who Iive
thereabout aré Rev. Mr. Durkee and

ev. Burkart. The last minister to
hold service there was Rev. Mr. Rid-
out of the Episcopal Church,

Among the Methodist ministera who
have preached in the little chapel
wers -Hev. Mr. Hinks, Rev. Geor
Carter, Rev., Mr. Simpson, Rev. Wil-
Ham Berry, Rev. John Maxwell, Rev.
Benjamin Shreves and Mesars Bell,
Potts, Foote and Nixon, also of the
Meihodlst Church.

The nearest habitatign to the chapel
is one that stands at some distance
back from the rough and little trav-
eled lane into which the Rambler
turned from the Ashburn road near
the house of Sarah Margaret Solo-
mon. A trace of a road leads from
the chapel grounds to a house where
two women dwell alone and in har-
mony. They are Miss Julia A. HBenja-
min and Miss Sadle Virginia Benja-
min, daughters of John Benjamin
who married Harriet Ann Hardy of
Loudoun. The memories of these wom-
en go back to the time when the acad.
emy which Miss Mercer conducted

assed to the keeping of Miss Eugenia

ephart. That academy was main-
tained in Belmont house.

Btanding on the edge of the grove
of treea which hold the old chapel in
their erhbrace, and looking to the
weat, the eye will follow a way across
the flelds that is marked by two lines
of cedar trees. That lane leads up a
hill, and there among a scattered clus-
ter of trecs, aged cedars, eprw... and
box, the walls, roof and chimneys of
8 mansgion of brick rise above the
tree-tope. That i{s Belmont house, and
the Rambler next Sunday will tell of
his visit there and perhaps may reach
that part of his narrative which will
tell of the Goase Creek Navigatian
Company, organized in 1832, N
which was one of the early and ambi.
tious efforts toward the improvement
of inland navigation in the Potomae
'ul.’t
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